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the arm, the cloak, and the children danced
in front of us, and the women pressed their
lips to oiar hands. Hardly could we struggle
on through the gathering crowds, and the
cheering grew and grew to a loud, deafening
roar

" Ay, they cheer now/* grunted Caspar
And then the rain stopped, and the sun
broke through the clouds,  and there far
over the bare plain a man on the wall saw
Alva's   army  moving   slowly   away,   and
broke into a psalm as he saw it
O Chiapm Vitelli, was I the fool ?